














































































































Shane Bugbee produced this work in a living hell on the run, on a train. 

Published by Michael Hunt Publishing 
Vol. 2 WILL BE PRODUCED IN JOY... and not so raw. Love is the guide. 


















An ugly document. 

A beautiful death. 

A dysfunctional duo. 

Cheered on. 

Preyed upon. 

Cheered on. 

I'm quite certain as to why this union 
never was. 

And I'm certain I'm half wrong. 

Deeper than any of our 
mutual abuse. 

A scorn for a scorn. 

A cut for each cut. 

Ten thousand cuts. 

And ten thousand fires for each cut. 

And the cuts our parents endured. 

And their parents. 

Trickle down cuts. 

Trickle down fires. 

Trickle down despair and hate. 

Until I could hate no longer. 

Ahhhh who am I kidding. 

I hate writing this and 


I hate the life I lived and 
I hate what I’ve become. 

There are more than two sides to a story 
Especially 

When you have loved and lived a 
Public life online 
In full view. 

But fuck every one of you. 

Every boring person who 

Needs to put their interpretation of life 
Their projection of their issues 
on 

What was an us. 

Fuck you all. 

Unless your father was a child raping 
fireman. 

Unless your father was a child, wife 
beating rapist. 

Unless you have sold your ass on the 
streets. 

Unless you have lived and crime'd to 
survive 

On the streets. 

Not the Iowa streets 

The streets of Chicago and 

It's horrid, bland suburbs 


We' re 

from a dead era 
from the 

surplus generation. 

The era of 
Where 

A poor persons effort to 
do anything outside of servile 
Survival 
became humor.... 

For the professional and for 
the careerist 

And to those who had given up 
and in 

on the dream of 
what love could be 
just 

for security. 

Colonel Sanders 
the 

Downtroddens false profit of 
Can do. 

wealth defined 
definition ignored 

By all but those in low rent pain. 
Who dream of more. 


The dream of love has yet to be realized. 
By anyone. 

Ever. 

Well 

Maybe someone 

Who lives deep among 

the big leafs. 

Definitely in the future. 

After the third world war. 

We worship the illusion of love. 

The greeting card 

synthetically scented with rose, smell 
good. 

And 

we worship 
Chocolate with 
more wax 
In it than 
cocoa bean. 

Don’t let her fool you. 

She wasn’t the only abusive ass - hole in 
this 

Less than holy 
un-holy relationship. 


I remember it all. 


The bully I was 

And the bully she was attracted to. 

The owner I became 

till death do 

tell her what to do 

her turn on 

something I could never own, 
never sell and 
never tell. 

I could blame it on 

Philosophical growth 

Growth like a cancerous tumor. 

I blame most conflict 
The world over 
Big and small 
on that... 

On this... 

The pursuit of a philosophical truth. 

The break of a philosophical pact. 

The fight over 
concrete belief 
VS. 

organic, collective thought 

But the place we came from 
brought us to 
a mutual understanding. 


We wanted to see 
the world burn 
to 

look like the abandoned 

factories and 

Mills and 

strip malls 

Built to create jobs 

Left for us 

our 

Gen X 

left for us to 

get depressed 

in our forgotten zip code. 

We wanted school 
we desperately did 
We dreamed of it... 
throughout 
our 

20 some years 

We imagined what it would have been like 

If our parents had 

that educated life 

Or their parents 

a grandparent 

with a formal mind. 


We tried. 


We did. 


No one 

Not one of you give ups 
Can say we 
didn't try. 

I wish we knew then 
what 

the psychology of today 

the occult whisperings of yesterday 

our day 

knew now. 

The depth of the problem 

All the layers 

All the reasons 

All the fingers 

fucking all of 

the holes 

never filling 

the void 

of love 

we have always felt 

and will die 

feeling 

the void 

the depth of 

the abyss. 

No puppy dog and 


No Slice of pizza 

Will ever fill the lack of love 

for our inner child 

of the overworked and 

underpaid and 

tragically ignorant 

parents 

I found new 
mother and father. 

And I endure. 

We have a quality 
I think 
most share. 

We like to share. 

And share we have 

So I share this book with you. 

It's all true. 

My truth. 

And I wonder looking back 
on our past truths 
both collective 
and separate 
If any of it is 


True? 

Was it ever? 

Or does truth fade with time? 

And now I say so long. 

The world's greatest love story 
was never to be. 

We are just as typical as 
You or me. 

The ugly division 
The placing of blame 


Unhealthy in 
Unhealthy out 

Tooth and claw in. 
Tooth and claw out. 

Public image in 
Public image out 

The facade of strength 
masks the fear and 
loathing and 
shame and 
righteous sorrow 


We 

Both 
Share. 

To show weak 
in the shadow of 
Tooth and claw 
is strength. 

To love and live 
a life 

in the shadows 
is weak. 

We came from brute. 

We end in it too. 

We came.from ugly 
We end in it too. 

The one regret. 

I was religious in love. 
The religion of love. 

The belief of love. 

Love is the rule. 

The guide. 

The water. 

The warmth. 


Abide. 


Skeptic remains. 

Funny thing 
Religion was our 
agreed upon enemy 
the blame 
for 

division of the 
masses and 
classes 
the fence 

that keeps the margins 
out. 

The one outcome. 

The only one I can see of value 
In our twisted 
And painful 
And repressed 

And distressed survival know as 
Man and wife. 

Was our fight 

of and 

against 

The religious 

mind 

Funny how belief 
took us down 


as we worked to 
erode it. 

And I ran 
and I ran 

and kept on running 
the bullshit 
paper thin. 

Your bullshit 

I'm full of shit 
You're full of shit. 

Shit in. 

Shit out. 

I don't like feeling sorry 
For who I am 
or who I was... 

For how could I know 
who I was 
until I became 
who I am... 

It's all one 
I 'm all one 
and 

we most likely 
are 

all one. 


I am sorry for what I did 
when ever I hurt you 
my wife 
my old friend. 

I don't know the person 
You've become. 

Or maybe I became the person 
who had to run. 

I'm sorry I ever hurt you. 








como quiera y y fobiaHi my dear Shane, 


Sadly English only has one word for love. We have 
to explain and modify it with other words so people 
will understand. 

Good will for me is the basic love towards mankind. 
It's the hello to strangers on the street and may 
extent to the compassion to help others (strangers) 
based upon their humanity. The condition of this 
love is based on their humanity and needs and our 
compassion and empathy. This is probably the closest 
to unconditional love 

There is the love of those near and dear to us 
through relationship. We see and know who they are 
and that is reciprocated. We love each other as we 
are and the desire to meet each other's needs is 
reciprocal. The ability may not be the same, but 
the care and desire is there. The condition for 
this is seeing and knowing which evoles into close 
connection and deep care. 

The love of family, arbitrary close connection. I 
had two families and there was for me a difference 
in manifestation. Love for the family that raised 
me. . . Was very difficult. It was a bit of Stockholm 
syndrome. My adoptive mother was very mentally ill 
and at the same time brilliant. It was rough but as 
you know after 20 years of being shunned she called 
fornme on her deathbed and we reconciled through 
mercy and grace. I then was there for my father 
showing him love through mercy and grace. I had to 


contunually let go of my resentment. My dad did his 
best to show his appreciation. The condition for 
this love is bases on them having been my "primary 
caregivers" in childhood. It was a very hard love 
with lots of mercy and grace. 

My genetic family. . . . Loving my full sister is easy. 
We are so different in beliefs and worldview, yet at 
our deepest core we cannot help but be compassionate, 
honest, sincere, bombastic and introspective. We 
also have similar faults. We connect in a magical 
way. My father, he gets more of the goodwill love 
with the genetic thing. Cousin Lucky is a tyrant, 
full of PTSD, anxiety and controlling. Everything 
is on his terms. I am currently loving him at a 
distance. 

I could probably write a book dissecting love and 
make continuous edits and rewrites. 

Trust... That is a big one. I have a high bar for 
trust. There is a "trust" that is really taking a 
chance or gambling. This is for people I don't have 
experience with. I may have a good feeling that I 
would take a chance with them, but I know to have 
it only be about something I am willing to have go 
wrong. 

There is a "trust" to see if I can actually trust: 
repeated chances I take with a person and if overtime 
they prove themselves. . . Trust forms. When trust 
is broken in a big way... Especially by someone I 
love, I make sure I avoid being in a position to 


be disappointed. I can still love them either for 
the current relationship, or if that is damaged, 
with general goodwill, if they are a family member 
then I must use mercy and grace. Trust is earned 
over a long period of time after bigger and bigger 
chances have been taken and the person has proven 
themselves to be trustworthy. 

It comforts my heart that you are seeing Steven. 
Thank you for receiving this gift. I love you in 
the best way possible...for who you are. There may 
be parts of you I don't know and haven't seen; we 
all have hidden parts and we sometimes even hide 
from ourselves. My house is filled with reminders 
of you. I see you daily and love you daily for who 
you are and your generosity. 

I wish you love, mercy, grace and healing in your 
trip and meeting with Linda. 

You put it so beautifully." Msybe compassion in one 
sliver of love." 

Protect yourself. Surrounded your most wounded parts 
with compassion and love. Feel my maternal love 
and warmth. 

Love, 

Mama Nikki 
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Where is the might in 
taking advantage of another? 

A weaker other or another? 

Is that might? 

Seems like some sort of feeding. 

A simple need to kill and eat. 
of course you dominate the weak... 
In 1718 or 1919 

But how 
But why 
In the age 

Of walking on the moon 

Or Michael Jackson’s moon walking. 


We speak two different 

languages. One from the heart. 

One of a metered 

Learned 

Mind. 


Met my mother 
in the thighs of 
my wife. 

Met my mother 
in the eyes of 
my wife. 

Met my mother 
in the lies of 
my wife. 

I remember the moment 
my wife sited 

the death of jackson pollock 
as the career rise of 
his wife. 

I knew then 

she wanted me dead. 

My mother 
My wife 

And me 

it sort of turned me on 

No longer invisible 
but still not 
caring 

if I live or 
die. 


The scapegoat of love 


The mother chooses her scapegoat well 
The wife chooses her scapegoat better. 

The favored 
The savored 

The one she takes it out on 

Her scapegoat of love 
Psychotic torture 
in every hug. 

The missing pieces 

of the upset 

Mother 

Father 

Sister 

Brother 

Can be found 
in what they 
hide 

Their character 
is in 

what they hid. 


A curse from 
Within 


"Ever think you might be cursed?" 
Said the girl from outside 
Who came in the within. 

"Of course not!" - I spoke. 

Could never happen - I said. 

I write the curses 

That make the 

World 

Wilt 

Or sing. 

But 

A curse from 
Within 

How could I win 

When the curse from within 
Came from my love 

When the curse from within 
Came from my 
Wife. 

A twisted snatch 
A wicked cunt 


Her curse from within 

Me her father 
Her my mother 

Our curse from within 
Our long ago broken hearts. 


The cycle of abuse 
The cyclical relations 
of the abuser and the abused. 

Speak one thing 
do another. 

Cyclical. 

The sadistic satisfaction 

between the 

abuser and the abused. 


Value is 
Value shown 
By self 

Some see value 
In their worth 

And worth is their only value. 


Romance 

The eye The 
ear 

The interpretation of 
what moves you. 

See it 
Feel it. 

Want to know more 

stealing time to think more about it. 
While lust is rooted in the nose. 
Romance is rooted in the mind. 


When I was young 

And when I am old. 

I made stuff 

Watched cool people dance 
Watched from the corner 

And waited for someone 
To find me 

To want me 
To see me 
To hear me 

I never thought that 

Would happen 

Until I became 

Sick, dead or hospitalized. 

Maybe then 
I'd be seen 
And appreciated 
Or my work would be 
Seen and appreciated 

In death and sickness 
Never in 

Sickness and in health. 


Embarrassment & Love 


Can you be utterly embarrassed of a love? 
Can embarrassment be love? 

Can advantage taken 
Be love? 

Belief in love 
Is love 
As religion 

Ignorance wrapped up in faith 
Faith in a warm wet hole. 


My character will shine through. 

My heart. 

My love 

Will be shown. 

My will is my heart. 

I am a romantic. 

I am an intellectual 
I am an artist. 

The little boy victim is gone. 

The knowledge that most exploit weakness... 
The victim 

A bit sick. 

Here's to breaking cycles. 

And victory of the heart. 

I am a romantic. 

I am an intellectual 
I am an artist. 

My character will shine through. 

My heart. 

My love 

Will be shown. 

My will is my heart. 

My heart is my will. 


Apologies to any I owe one to. 
2019 will be new 
for me. 


the crazy artist 


Called crazy 

by those too lazy. 

is called crazy 

by those too fearful. 

when feelings are crazy 

only the crazy feel. 







First off we use the word love for about 20 different 
meanings which really fucks things 

two I have no idea what love is, I only know how to 
be obsessed and immeshed with another person and 
call it love 

three: The pure caring Love that is warm and full, 
like between friends, or for a dog, or a beautiful 
sunset, anything. That is innately human. We are 
lovers. We are made of and for love. That is deeper, 
and calmer and sweeter than all other things. It 
isnt really a feeling, not like other human emo¬ 
tions. Its like a connection between us and life. 
An understanding of the transient beauty of all we 
know. NONE OF IT STAYS! yet here we are falling in 
love with a little trickle of water or a bug on a 
window. That is universal and includes grief. Grief 
and Love are two parts of a whole. 

A lot of this Ive gotten from various lesson, life 
or books. 


Love you, Miranda 



An explanation page. 


This is more than a book. 

It's what I call art. 

It is raw and it has life. 

It comes from the heart. 

I wrote this as I transitioned from one 
life to a new. 

A documentation of pure emotional 
intensity. 

I had thought to design it proper 
lay it out 

Typeset and even proof read. 

Because of the raw emotional content, I 
could not. 

I took my writings and scratched them into 
a journal and added art as I felt. 

This process was an attempt & success at 
overcoming obstacles. 

I wrote most of this as I sit across from 
pure pain. 



I drew the version you see here as I was 
living at multiple youth hostels, coming 
down from what I consider the longest 
bondage session ever. 

With no computer I decided to push on and 
complete this document with a handful of 
pencils. 

I did use a computer to scan the pages and 
the few typed pages so I could produce a 
simple PDF to upload for printing. 

The odd part or mystical or cool part... I 
made that final PDF and finished this on my 
dirt, in Chicago at the Kinko's on North 
Ave. The same Kinko's I did a lot of my 
early "Mike Hunt" work. 

That early work was made right next to the 
Wesley Willis and it seems as if his spirit 
was there next to me. 

Of course it was... 
spirit is memory 
A fond memory. 

Ghost is memory 
A sad memory. 

I guess this book is full of spirits and 
ghosts. 



The next volume of this will be nothing 
like this. 

It will be interviews and contributions 
from artists of love and hate and all the 
feels. 

Thank you for reading. 




A dedication page. 


The idea seemed silly 

until I was about to go to print. 

There are two, exactly two who I'd need to 
thank. 

I do need to thank the muse who 

helped me to see myself as she had seen me. 

Stephanie. 

A person who noticed me and let me know, 
over and over, throughout years and years 
how special I was. 

I've watched her growth as an artist over 
the years and that too has inspired. 

The art in this book is inspired by few. 
Stephanie is one of those few. 

There are specific pieces in here that were 
written for her. 

Mama Kniqui 

A friend of mine who grew into a mother for 
me... as I can recall Kniqui seemed repulsed 
by the thought of nurturing a person... but 
she sure has and does nurture me. 



At times we share emotions but what our 
friendship seem to strive for is 
intellectual honesty. That is tight as fuck 
and a quality that is rare and I appreciate 
in full. 

Kniqui has been a very influential and 
important guide in my life. 

Kniqui is a solid friend who seems to 
always be there, standing right there at 
the fork in the road... never telling me the 
path I should take but dropping thoughtful 
questions and hugs and love and 
encouragement and support... and love. 

Love. 

And I will try and pay that forward... love. 

I will hope to be able to feel love when I 
create and participate. 

Peace and love to you all. 

Shane. 























































































































































































































































































